ThemoU UmznuhleT ra^edk- 

Catneltptakeherfrom her kindreds Vault,. 

JVleaning to kcepe her clofely at my Cell, 

Till I conuenicntly could fend to ii’ewi'o. 

But when 1 came feme minute erethe dme 
Of her awaking, here vntimely lay, 

1 he noble P<?;'/x^an.dtrue/?««feff dead. 

She wakes, and lentreated her come forth 
And bearc thkworke ofheauen with patience;; 

B ut then a noife didfoare me from theTombe, 

And llie too defperate wouldnot goc with me; 

But as It feemes, did violence on her felfe. 

All thislknovy,andto themarriageher Nurfeis priui'cr 
And if ought in this mifcaried by my fault, 

Let my old life befacrific’d fome houre before the time, , 

V nto the rigour of feuereft la w- 

Prift, V V e ftiJl haue knowne thee for a holy maiij 

V Vhci s Romeos man^what can he fay to thisf 

Balth,\hxou^ht my Matter newes of7«//e/xdeath,4 
And then jii pollhe camefrom Mantua, 

T o this fame place. T o this fame monument 
T his letter he early bid me giuc his Father^ 

And threatnedme with death,goinginthc Vaulty, 

If 1 departed not,and Icaft hinuhere. 

/’n«,Giuc me the Letter 2 will looke®nit; 

VVhercis the Counties Page that raifd the VVatch.^' 
Sirrah what made your mailer in this place? 

Boj. He came with flowers to flrevvhisLadicsgraue^ 
Andbidmeftandaloofe,andfoI did, 

Anon comes one with lightto ope the Torabc,v 
And by and bymymaifterdrctv on him, 

■ And then I ran away^to call thewateh. 

Prtn This Letter doth make good the friers words^. 
Their courfe of Loue the tidingsofher death, 

And here he writes that he did buy a poyfon 
©fa poorePothecaric, and there withall. 

Came to this Vault, todicandlye Y/ithluUetl 
Where be thefc enemies ? CafHlet,(J^ountagt^ei 


of^omeoandluliet. 

Seewhatafcourgeislaidevponyour hatef ^ ^ ^ 

Thatheauen findt^eans to kilyour'ioyes with loue, 
And lforwinkfogatyour difeords too, 

Haueloft abrafe ofkinfmen,allare puniflit. 

Cap, OforotIfor7kfw»r«j;/!<e, giuc me thyhand, 
Thisismy dau^tersioy nture, for no more 
Canldemaun^i 

Moun. But lcangiuethce more, 

Fori will rare her ftatue in pure gold. 

That whiles by that namcisknowne,r 

There foaUnofigureat thatratebe fet, 

that of true and faithfull lultet, ^ . 

Cap. As rich Ihall Romeoshj his^ Ladies lie, 

Poore lacrihces of our enmitie. ^ 

Prin. A glooming peace this morning with iebrings^. 
The Sunforforrowwillnotfhewhis head: 

Go hencefo haue more talkc ofthefc fad thing?,; . . 
Somcfhallbepardoned,andfomepunilhed*- j? 

Borncuerwasaftorie of mortwoe, 

"Miea this of Ju/iet zndhtt Rof^eo^ . 4 

F I ^ J So- 
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